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One 


Author's Notes: 
Don for the long ago challenge involving Kirk\'s house and finally finished. Thanks to Ev for he idea of the 
pairing. Enjoy. 


He was thoroughly sick of cameras. 


This was directly responsible for the fact that he was still sitting at home when he had promised to be at HQ 
more than an hour ago. They were also indirectly responsible for the other reason he was still curled up in a 
chair in the Morning Room, that one being he was pretty sick of Lars and his whole attitude of being sick of 


the cameras. 


Why had they ever though this whole thing would be such a good idea? Oh right, the fans. Give them a chance 
to really see how things worked behind the scenes of the mighty Metallica. Only right now, it didn't feel so 


mighty. 


Kirk sipped his tea and let his mind wander, the bright sun outside tempered by the shadows of the room. 


Yesterday had been quite an experience. He knew that Lars would be looking to talk about it, well, with Lars 
maybe yell about it was more accurate, but he didn't really want to hear it. He had nothing to do with Dave 
Mustaine leaving the band so any bad feelings shouldn't have anything to do with him. He had just been the 
replacement. 

With everything he had heard about Mustaine though it really didn't matter, he would still have more than 
enough blame to spread over Kirk as well. Somewhere in his thoughts the sound of the door finally registered 
and he uncoiled slowly, sighing as he put his cup on the table and got up to find out who it was. 

When they started hammering before he was halfway through the hall he was sure he knew. 


"Dammit Lars l'm coming!" Flinging open the door, he bit back the next snarky comment that was about to fly. 
"Uh, hello." 


A grunt that might have been hi was all he got before the object of his thoughts shoved past him into the 
hall. 


“Sure, come on in," Kirk muttered, shutting the door and turning to face him. 


For several very long and awkward moments they simply stared and then the newcomer folded his arms over 
his chest and shoved his hips forward, scowling. "I'm Mustaine." 


Kirk arched an eyebrow at him. "And l'm Hammett." 

The scowl didn't change. "You making fun of me?" 

Kirk had to clamp his teeth to keep from saying what he wanted to. "Is there something you wanted?" 
"Yeah, | wanna talk to you." 

Now Kirk was sorry he hadn't left for HQ when he told Lars he was going to. "About?" 

"Couple things." 

Deciding that the only way to make it go away was to listen, Kirk sighed. "Come on, follow me." 

"Nice place," Mustaine said, following Kirk through the kitchen. 

"Thanks. Tea, coffee," Kirk cocked his head, "beer?" 


Mustaine's head snapped around, his eyes cold. "Coffee." 


"Coffee it is. Have a seat in there," Kirk pointed to the Morning Room, "I'll be in as soon as | make this." 

It you don't have any don't worry about it" 

‘Its no trouble, really," Kirk told him, smiling. 

Mustaine nodded and left the room. As soon as he was gone, Kirk's smile faded. As used to James’ temper as 
he was, this one was even more volatile and he wasn't sure he was any too happy to have him here. Eyeing 
the phone, he thought about calling Lars but when he thought of the unending shit he would get for checking 
in he decided it wasn't worth it. 


Once the coffee was on, he went to join his unexpected and unwelcome visitor, stopping in the doorway when 


he saw him. 

Mustaine's eyes were closed as if he were sleeping. 

The sun that was able to make its way through the window was making the red of his hair look like fire. He 
had shrugged off his jacket and was wearing a t-shirt under a flannel, his jeans faded and worn. Boots 
completed the outfit and he sat with his legs splayed, his crotch definitely on display and from what Kirk could 
see it was worth the price of admission His skin was freckled, and when his eyes opened as if feeling the 
scrutiny of Kirk's they were a deep green 

And narrowed. 

"You like what you see?" he sneered. 

Kirk shrugged. "Not bad. I've seen better, I've seen worse. Coffee will be done in a minute." 

Mustaine snorted. "Don't be checking out my dick, Hammett. I'm not Hetfield" 

"Not even close," Kirk answered, the snub bringing the scowl back to the other man's face. 

"Is that how you got my job, Hammett?" 

‘lm just going to see if the coffee is done," Kirk said quietly, trying to keep his temper. 

"You do that." 

Kirk walked back into the kitchen, counting silently. Seeing the coffee was finished brewing, he got a mug from 
the cupboard and poured the dark liquid, placing it, the pot and the sugar and cream on a small tray and 


carrying it back through, his manner much more relaxed after some quick yoga breathing to calm his nerves. 


He even managed to smile without gritting his teeth as he set the tray down 


"| didn't know if you took sugar or cream but there it is." He took his own seat and picked up his tea, grimacing 
when it found it had cooled He used the time that his guest was fixing his coffee to study him over the rim 
of his cup. 


He couldn't really blame him for still holding a grudge, the way they had tossed him from the band hadn't 
exactly been polite. But he had brought it on himself, no matter how great a guitarist you were you still had 
to work with the rest of the band and at the time his only friend had been found in a bottle. 


Those green eyes suddenly shifted to meet his and Kirk flushed, knowing he had been observed while observing. 
"So what's it like?" 


Kirk shrugged, not sure he understood the question. "What's what like?" 
"Knowing that everything you have should have been mine." 


Despite what many people seemed to think Kirk did have a temper, and it could be easily brought out in certain 


ways. 


"le worked hard for everything | have, Dave," Kirk said, forcing his voice to remain even, "and | had nothing to 


do with you leaving Metallica" 
"What did you do, promise to suck his dick?" 


"If any dick sucking has gone on it would have had nothing to do with my job, it was purely for entertainment 


and pleasure." 
"Bunch of fags. l'm glad | did leave if that's what it took." 


If you came here to discuss my sexual orientation Dave, it's bi, not gay, not fag, not queen or queer or 


homo." 
"ım better than you." 


Kirk sighed and brought his leg up to rest his foot on the chair. "No, you aren't. Your style is different than 


mine but you're not better. Look, did you come here to argue with me or is there a point to all this?" 


"| wanted To see how you liked living in this big house with all the money and shit, everything that should have 


been mine." 


"Get the fuck over it, Dave," Kirk snapped. "Its done and it was a long time ago. What | have, I've earned, and if 
you hadn't drank and smoked and snorted so fucking much you'd have almost as much. Megadeth didn't exactly 
tank, did it?" 


"No, | worked my ass off to make it what it is," Dave snarled, his lip curled in a sneer, "and we're five times a 


better band." 

"Well, the fans don't think so, not if you compare sales." 

"Fuck you!" 

"No thanks! But feel free to drop your pants and bend over if that's what you want!" 

As soon as it was out of his mouth Kirk could have smacked himself. But when he saw the look in Dave's eyes 
just before the contempt came back he knew. And if he wasn't mistaken, the bulge in those tight jeans had 
gotten bigger. Giving himself a hard metal kick, Kirk reminded himself to keep his head before things got out of 
hand. 


"Forget it Hammett, I'm not one of your fucking faggot friends." 


"You're an asshole, Mustaine," Kirk said, forgetting his only a second ago promise to himself that he would keep 
his temper. "H's no wonder you got kicked out of Met.” 


So much for things not getting out of hand. 


He was on his feet in a flash, Kirk uncoiling from the chair as well so they were facing off across the low 


table. "Those fucking pricks had no right to do what they did!" 
"Come on Dave, what choice did you give them? All you did was drink and fuck things up!" 


"And you're so much better?" Dave snarled, shoving the table aside and stepping closer. "Your problem was the 
shit you stuffed up your nose and your ass!" 


Kirk threw his hands up in frustration. "Old news, Davel And get off this fixation with my ass, ok?" 
"You litte..." Dave ripped off his jacket and threw it to the side. "| ought to..." 


"What? You think you're going to punch me? Wrong!" Kirk brought his hands up and slammed them against 


Dave's chest, shoving him hard. "lm not Junior Dave, I'm not going to take your shit!" 
Dave stumbled but caught himself, coming back and pushing Kirk. "Leave him out of this!" 
Kirk caught his balance and stood, his fists clenched at his sides. "I'd like to leave you out of it! Whatever 


problems you have with Lars and James aren't mine, Dave! | wasn't around then, remember? Or is your head 


so screwed up from all the drinking and everything else that you can't remember?" 


A lot of people made the same mistake he did. They thought the quietness and the easy-going nature meant 
that Kirk was either weak or scared. In fact, he was neither and when Dave swung he got mad. Add to that 
the years of yoga and dealing with James' temper and he got far more than he bargained for when Kirk came 
back swinging, the two of them falling over a chair and upending it and themselves. 

If Dave could have gotten breath to say it he would have claimed foul. 

He was bigger, but stronger? Maybe in some ways but the long, lean muscle Kirk had developed was not only 
giving him power, he was far quicker than Dave gave him credit for and he found himself on his stomach with 
his face pressed to the floor and an arm yanked high up on his back. 

"Get off mel” he screamed, bucking wildly under Kirk 

"Not until you settle down!" Kirk yelled back, somehow locking his legs around Dave's. 

It was bad enough that this skinny little bastard had him pinned, but the way he was laying on him had his 
crotch flush against Dave's ass and he could feel Kirk's cock through the soft loose pants pressing against the 
cleft. Squirming wasn't helping, if anything it was deepening the contact and his jeans were suddenly feeling 


tighter than they had been a few minutes before. Deciding his best option was to lay still, he did, his head 
turned to the side as he took deep breaths to try to calm himself. 


"Now, if | let you go are you going to behave and act like a civilized human being?" Kirk's breath was warm and 
slightly sweet from the tea he had been drinking as it washed over Dave's face. 


"Yeah," he said, begrudging even the single word of agreement. 


Kirk slowly got to his knees, releasing Dave's arm and flowing to his feet in a single motion, stepping back and 


watching him warily as he got up as well. "You need to leave now." 

Dave brushed himself off, the glare firmly back in place. "Touch me again and I'll." 

"Whatever," Kirk sighed, "just get out." 

"Fucking faggot,” Dave snarled. 

He was halfway through the hall when the hand caught him by the hair and he found himself being swung 
round and thrown forward. Much to his surprise, he ended up in an elevator, the wind knocked from him when 
his chest hit the wall and Kirk hit his back. 


"You seem to have a real fascination with that word, Dave. Could it be that its you who's the faggot?" 


He fought, he swore he did but when Kirk got his shirt pulled halfway down his arms and somehow wrapped 
the loose cloth around his hands he couldn't get free. And he tried, he tried hard cursing and screaming, telling 


him just what he was going to do to him when he got loose. 

When Kirk kicked his legs apart and he fell to his knees he bucked, throwing himself backwards and only 
increasing the contact between his body and Kirk's. Panting, he sagged against the wall, his face pressed to the 
cool tile. "Get off me." 


He wanted it to sound like a threat, but even to his own ears it sounded weak. Kirk laughed, one hand still 
tangled in Dave's hair, the other easily undoing the fly of his jeans. "Get off. Good choice of words." 


Something was touching him. It was soft, and hot, and it was gliding through his hair and now around to nudge 


his ear and over until it touched his cheek and... 
"Sick fuck! Get that away from me!" 


He couldn't help himself, he had to turn his head and when he did he found himself staring at Kirk's cock, just 
inches from his lips. Another strong jerk of his hair and he bit down, clamping his teeth together and cursing. 


"You can either open your mouth, and watch the teeth, or you can spend the day right where you are. And 
anyone who calls looking for you can hear how much of a screaming, whiny little bitch you are." Kirk pressed 
his cock forward. "Well Dave, which way are we going to do this?" 

"Fuck you!" 

"No, but I plan to be fucking you," Kirk laughed. 

‘Only if I'm dead!" 

"Sounds like something you'd like more than me, but then again, who would miss you? Now open wide." 

He spit when Kirk pressed the tip to his lips, trying to avoid the taste of not only the wet smear that he was 
spreading but the flesh itself. He tried snapping his teeth on it and the vicious yank of his hair and the hard 


kick to his thigh made him howl, and he looked up through blurry eyes and knew he had made a mistake. 


"Last warning," Kirk said softly, "and if you do it again I'm not going to hit you or kick you." He bent down until 


his mouth was beside Dave's ear. "I'm going to break your fingers, Dave. One by one." 
"You wouldn't dare," he breathed, his dick throbbing at the threat of more pain. 
From the look in his eyes, he would. "Try me." He pushed his hips forward again. "Now open your mouth, bitch." 


Resigned to his fate, and even more wondering if he had protested enough to make it believable, Dave did. 


"Where the fuck have you been? You're fucking four hours late!" 
Kirk shrugged and shouldered past Lars. "I had something to do” 

Lars snorted and trailed after him toward his office. "Something, or someone?" 
Already thinking about what he'd planned for later, Kirk grinned. "Maybe some of both’ 


He dropped onto the couch with a sigh. Shaking his head and still cursing him, Lars left, and Kirk leaned his 
head back with a smile. He couldn't help humming a few bars of Ant My Bitch, but the lyrics had changed. 


His bitch would be waiting when he got home. 


Waiting on his knees, which was right where he belonged. 


